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Not since the 1920s, when H. P. Lovecraft 
made the readers of Weird Tales shiver in 
daylight and toss uneasily at night, has the art 
of horror been as exciting as it is today. Horror 
has entered the postmodern world with an 
explosion of creativity in the psychological 
and character-driven works of Poppy Z. Brite, 
the fully-realized worlds of Dan Simmons, 
the contemporary mores darkly mirrored by 
Anne Rice, the gem-like stories of Nina Kiriki 
Hoffman, and many, many others. The dark 
roots of this kind of social and psychological 
horror are found in the EG comics of the 
19505, and we think it's high time that 
comics rejoined this fabulous dark carnival. 
Welcome to Death Rattle. 


The Probability Chamber 
by Mark Schultz and Roger Petersen 


The Day I Lost My Head 
by Tim Eldred 


Cut-Up 
hy Brian Biggs 


The Alcoholic Janitor 
hy Zane Campbell 


The Kiss 
by Mark A. Nelson 


publisher Denis Kitchen 

art director Amle Brockway 

cover color Ray Fehrenbach 

design Kevin Lison 

editors Philip Amara and Chris Couch 

vp, deputy publisher Judith Hansen 

vp, business affairs and operations Scott Hyman 
vp, production Jim Kitchen 

sales and marketing director Jamie Riehle 


Death Rattle #1 (Vol. 3). Cover © 1995 Mark Schultz. “The Probability 
Chamber” © 1995 Mark Schultz. Artwork © 1995 Roger Petersen. “The 
Day I Lost My Head" © 1995 Tim Eldred. "Cut-Uip" © 1995 Brian Biggs. “The 
Alcoholic Janitor” © 1995 Zane Campbell. “The Kiss" © 1995 Mark A. Nelson. 
Kitchen Sink, Kitchen Sink Press, and the Kitchen Sink Press logo are registered 
trademarks of Kitchen Sink Press, Inc. All rights reserved. Published by 
Kitchen Sink Press, Inc., 320 Riverside Drive, Northampton, MA 01060. The 
stories, characters, and incidents portrayed in this publication are entirely 
fictional. No actuat persons, living or dead, are intended to be depicted, but 
‘for purposes of parody, satire, or historical representation, and should not be 
inferred. No reproduction is allowed without the consent of the publisher. 
Corrected Reprinting: December 1995 54321 


Fora FREE catalog containing hundreds of comics, books, and related merchandise, 
write to the above Kitchen Sink Press address, or сай 1-800-365-SINK (7465). 


$ Printed in Canada. 


MARK SCHULTZ is the creator of Kitchen Sink's Xenozoic Tales, an 
ongoing comic series about a time-mad future where, due to cataclysmic 
events, man struggles to rebuild civilization and dinosaurs once 
again thunder across the earth. He's also the recipient of three 
prestigious Harvey Kurtzman comics industry awards for Best Artist. 

The association Mark has shared with KSP began with the publication of the 
very first Xenozoic Tales story in Death Rattle #8 (Vol. 2), circa 1986. It's fitting 
then to have the first issue of this new incarnation of the series graced with a 
mesmerizing Schultz cover, not to mention a story in the tradition of science- 
fiction writer Edmond Hamilton's "Fessenden's Worlds.” 

Mark's recent work includes a Flash Gordon series with Al Williamson (Marvel), 
and a forthcoming Predator project (Dark Horse). Xenozoic Tales #14 is due out in 
mid-'96. Also look for more Xeno material in upcoming issues of this series (hint, hint). 


ROGER PETERSEN makes his comics debut in this very issue. A student 
at the University of the Arts in Philadelphia, Roger met Mark five 
years ago at a comic con in North Carolina with his grandfather and 
EC veteran George Evans (Weird Science, Aces High, etc.). Beyond Mark 
and George, Roger cites influences ranging from William Stout to Bob Hope (?) 
to rubber monster movies. 

Roger describes “The Probability Chamber” as Reservoir Dogs meets Tales from the 
Crypt meets Popular Science. "| enjoyed working on the story,” he adds, “in the 
summer heat, when the sweat drips off your nose onto the line you've just inked.” 
Look for Roger's work for gaming company Palladium and in future issues of 
Death Rattle. (And look for an appearance by Mr. Evans in this issue's story . . .) 


y TIM ELDRED is the creator of Kitchen Sink Press's newest science 
ἡ fiction comic, Grease Monkey, set in a future in which aliens have 
destroyed the Earth, and humanity's remnants fight back, aided by 
Е genetically-engineered intelligent animals. Of “The Day I Lost My 
Head,” Tim says: "There's a message in this story that even | wasn't fully aware 
of until it was finished. Consider this: someone with extraordinary abilities is 
rejected by a short-sighted authority figure and forced into a limited role that 
deprives both himself and society of his full talent. Even in the real world, people 
go to waste. It’s happened to me countless times in the comic book industry, and 
continues to happen at every turn. Consider this story my honest, albeit extreme 
observation of such injustices.” 


BRIAN BIGGS might have been raised by goat-herders in central 
Afghanistan, where he learned to read, write and draw funny pictures 
on rocks. It’s probably more likely, however, that he is the creator of 
Frederick & Eloise (Fantagraphics), which received high praise 
from comics professionals such as Dave McKean and Jim Woodring. Brian’s work 
has also appeared in Sputnik (Black Eye) and Weird Business (Mojo Press). His 
story “Cut-Up,” originally titled “The Unexpected Return of Harold J. Maypole III” is 
based upon a story he was told about a box of ashes found on a beach in Montara, 
California. The names were changed to protect the innocent (except JoAnn's). 


ZANE CAMPBELL comes from a long line of North Carolina hillbilly 
singer-songwriters. His aunt, Ola Belle Reed, wrote “High On a 
€ Mountain” and his great uncle, Guy Brooks, wrote and performed 
several hits with his band The Red Fox Chasers, one of the more 


БУ 
popular string bands of the 19205. 

Zane wrote and performed “Post Mortem Bar” for Long Time Companion, one 
of the first movies about AIDS. He recently completed his second book, /nto the 
Blue Ridge Mist, a pictorial musical history about both sides of his family. His 
first book, The Alcoholic Janitor, previewed in this issue, will be published by 
Kitchen Sink Press in the spring of 1996. 


ж MARK A. NELSON is an artist, teacher and dinosaur nut. His comic 
AN, | work started with a small independent publisher, Just Imagine 
Comics, and continued with companies such as First, Dark Horse 
he} (for which he created the successful first black-and-white Aliens), 
Marvel, Kitchen Sink and DC. His recent creator-owned works include Blood and 
Shadows for Vertigo, co-created with Joe R. Lansdale, and the forthcoming 
dinosaur adventure series Thunder Hunters for KSP, due out in late "96. On top 
of that, he just could be the world’s biggest Richard Corben fan. 


SEEMS LIKE ME, BOBBY 
JO, AND LUTHER HAD 
BEEN RUNNING FOR- 
EVER. SOMETIMES TWO 


NOT RELATIVE TO SOME 
OF THE THINGS WEVEHAD | N 
TO DO SINCE THEN TO KEEP 

OUR FUTURES VIABLE. 


THEN ONE NIGHT WE WERE 


THE OLD MAN DID EXACTLY 
AS HE WAS TOLD. 


YOU DON'T MIND 
ІРІ CALL YOU. 
poc, DO You? 


1 WORK HERE 
ALONE AT NIGHT. 


მს I You CAN CALL ME 
PA BRA μι 


KITCHEN SOMEWHERE 


ST 50 HAPPENED THE OLD MAN DID HAVE A 
HEN, AND WE HADN'T EATEN IN A LONG TIM 


HERE'S THE STORY, DOC 

WE NEED YOUR PLACE T 

REST UPA WHILE, TO RE 
GROUP OURSELVES, 


LAY OFF, BRAX/ 
WE'RE SHOT | 
ж” WE'VE RUN OUR- 
7 SELVES INTO THE 
GROUND AND МЕКЕ 
OUT OF OPTIONS. 


PLEASE, BOBBY JO, 
DON'T TALK LIKE THAT. 


WE'LL BE O K ,, 
1 PROMISE WE'LL LOSE'EM 
500М. > 


GIVE UPON МЕ, 


Pył 
JF WE SEEM A LITTLE 
DESPERATE. 


7 C'MON, BOBBY JO, 
"КЕ GONNA 


АТ. YOU'RE 
NEED YOUR STRENGTH, 
BABY. 


THE ONLY THING THAT HAD KEPT US GOING THIS LONG 
HAD BEEN D/SC/PLINE,,, AND I WASN'T ABOUT TO 
LOSE THAT NOW/ 


HER, YOU WEASEL/ WOULD 
YOU RATHER I DIDN'T PUSH Z WOULD 
YOU RATHER BE ROTTING ON DEATH 
ROW RIGHT NOW Z 
WE'VE GOT 


NO CHOICE, 4 


I CAN'T TAKE raw Wore!) 
IM $0 TIRED... 


WE'RE GONNA NEEDY | 
TE TOWORKOUTSOME | 
SLEEPING ARRANGE- I 
А MENTS FOR THE 
у NIGHT. 


WHATEVER YOU S 
WANT, MR. BRAX 


I DIDN'T LIKE THE OLD МАМ 5 ATTITUDE. 
HE WAS TOO CALM FOR CIRCUMSTANCES, 
YOU, DOC 


NOW TELL ME, 

JUST WHAT GOES 

ON IN THIS 5POOK 
HOUSE? 


[ΠΠ jr 
ШЕШ თუ DON'TYOU 


HAS HELPED 
THE OLD US YOUR 


PROBABILITY, 
RESEARCH? 


RESEARCH, MR. BRAX 
RESEARCH INTO THE NATURE 
OF PROBABILITY. 


M SURE 115 NOTHING 
NWA ICH YOU'D BE 
INTERESTED. 


THIS PLACE IS 
GIVING ME THE 
CREEPS, BRM,,, 


THE OLD MAN SWUNG OPEN 
THE DOOR ‚WE WALKED 

THROUGH AND WHAT I SAW 

RATTLED ME GOOD. 


WELCOME » үө 
PROBABILITY 
CHAMBER. 


ши же 


WELL, YES AND NO. I STUDY THE EFFECTS 
OF PROBABILITY ON MATTER. WHAT YOU 
SEE HERE 15 USUALLY JUST THE GHOST 
IMAGE OF Å GALAXY SPINNING 65 MILLION 
LIGHT YEARS AWAY IN SPACE. 


OCCASIONALLY, THE PROBABLE 

POSITIONS OF THAT GALAXY'5 COMPONENT 

PARTICLE MATTER COALESCE INTO A 
CERTAIN INFINITELY COMPLEX PATTERN 


GET OUT,,, THAT AIN'T BIG * 
ENOUGH ТО BE NO REAL) 
WHATCHACALL GALAXY: 


HE'S SCREWIN’ WITH 
OUR HEADS, LUTHER... 


I'VE GOT SOME 

EDUCATION, DOC. THINGS 
DON'T EXIST IN TWO 

PLACES AT ONCE. 


LL AS 


5 ши GAT | 
: AWAYÎ. A 
| 7 


BUT, MR. BRAX, IN THIS CHAMBER THE QUANTUM IN- 1: 

DETERMINANCY OF THE SUBATOMIC WORLD HAS BEEN 

MELDED WITH THE GRAVITATIONAL FORCES OF OUR 
MACROCOSM. 


HERE, SIZE MOMENTU. 

AND POSITION HAVE BE- 

COME MALLEABLE,,, 
RELATIVE, 


ІМ HERE, ALL THE FORCES OF THE 
COSMOS HAVE UNIFIED AND THE 
LAWS THAT GOVERN YOUR HUMAN- 
SCALE WORLD NO LONGER APPLY 


M ІК HERE ANY- 

d THING 15 POSSIBLE ΒΛ 

Й AND EVERYTHING JL 
16 RANDOM. Å 


WIT E 


WHAT, , WHAT WOULD HAPPEN IF A GUY, 
LIKE, WANDEREDINTO THAT GALAXY 


THING OF JOURS YOU KNOW, RIGHT 
INTO II 


IN HERE, I PLAY AT DICE 
H THE UNIVERSE. 


I CAN SEE YOU 


DON'T UNDERSTAND. 


AS LONG AS M2661 REMAINED Å 
GHOST IMAGE NOTHING WOULD 
HAPPEN. BUT IFA MAN WERE 
STANDING IN THERE WHEN THE 
RIGHT PROBABILITIES COALESCED,, | 


"BY REACHING OUT TO Å RANDOM IT ON THE # 
ОВАВИ ТУ WAVE OF M2661'5 PATH THROUGH 3 
E AND SPACE, 


“ву SUBTLYALTERING 


GRAVITATIONAL PATTERNS 
BETWEEN THERE AND 
HERE... 


DON'T TALK DOWN TOME, 


7 DOC! DONT YOU EVER 


ASSUME ANYTHING ABOUT 
LE 


MIGHT SOMEHOW СЕТ, 
a, ACROSS, TO THATM2661 
> OUTTHEREZ 


I DON'T KNOW, THE 
PROBABILITY WOULD 


BE aL 
ANYTHING 15 | 
POSSIBLE. 


WHY DON'T YOU GO FOR LUTHER'S MIND HAD BEEN SLIPPING FOR WEEKS. NOW SOMEHOW 
Å WALK AND FIND OUT, THE OLD MAN HAD PUSHED HIM OVER THE EDGE. 

LUTHER? GRAVITY WILL 
NOT BEA PROBLEM. ბ 


MAYBE 50,,, BUT IM 
TIRED OF TRYING TO FIT 
INTO THIS WORLD. MSO 


I BELIEVE HIM, BRAX. 

WHAT HE SAID ABOUT 

DIFFERENT LAWS AND 
STUFF Z 4 


THEN EVERYTHING WENT 
CRAZY. THINGS HAPPENED 50 
FAST 1 COULDN'T FOLLOW,,, 


THE PA EBULLE 
UST H ANE გენრი” 
UST HAVE STRUCK HER / 


THE CHANCES! 
WHAT WERE THE 
CHANCESZ// 


THERE WAS NOTHING BLT 
SILENCE FROM BELOW. I R/ 
BELT VI MIND BEGIN TO SHE ПЕРА STRIKE HER 
CRUMBLE,,, 0D/ EVERY- SHE MAY BEAL! IVE DOWN 
TANG e VE DONE HAS HERE! 
GONE WRONG! IVE 


EVERY THING/. А Š 
cd s^". 

= тъ б 

NOW BOBBY J... = EA 


3CM0M6/: L Ti 
> 


AND SHE MAY 
BE DEAD. ДЭ 


х 


PROBABILITY WALE | (THENSHEISEITHER 

| 
BETTY JO LAY WAITING THEN E OR SENDE 
IN SOME LIMBO, 


BUT WHEN 
I LOOK?” 


SHE 15 NEITHER 
UNTIL WE SEE 
FOR OURSELVES, 


WE CAN OBSERVE 
HER a DITION 


A MER 
PROBABILITY. 


OF CHANCE, 
DETERMINE 
BOBBY JO'S FATE,, 


/ LEAVE HER BE. 
SHE'S BETTER OFF 


SHE 15 NOW. 


KNEW THE OLD BASTARD WAS TOYING WITH ME, BUT 
WAS PAST THE POINT OF CARING. BOBBY JO WA: 
ED, $0 VERY TIRED. 


RIGHT, WHATARE THE 
CHANCES ANOTHER WORLD 
COULD BE WORSE THAN 

THIS ONE? 


WHY DON'T YOU 


I FLOATED OUT THERE FOR WHAT SEEMED LIKE FOR- 
EVER. ONCE I LOOKED UPAT THE OLD MAN AND NOW 

I THOUGHT HE DIDN'T LOOK 50 MUCH LIKE Å SCIENTIST 
AS НЕ DID А CUSTODIAN,,, Å NIGHT CUSTODIAN. 


I WAS TIRED OF RUNNING. TIRED OF RESPONSI- 
BILITY AND DECISIONS. Т 


WE SELDOM ФТОР TO THINK ABOUT WHAT MAKES US HUMAN BEINGS... OR WHAT 
HIDDEN ABILITIES ARE LOCKED INSIDE US THAT MISHT MAKE US MORE THAN HUMAN 
BEINGS. MAYBE WERE AFRAID. MAYBE WERE JUST SO PREOCCUPIED WITH OUR PAY-TO- 
DAY TRIALS THAT IT NEVER DAWNS ON US TO CONSIDER WHAT LIES IN STORE FOR Us 
DOWN THE EVOLUTIONARY ROAD, BUT I FOUND OUT/ I LEARNED WHAT OUR TRUE 
POTENTIAL IS/ IT ALL STARTED... 


^ 1965. THE JUNGLE WARS. 
MY BUDDIES AND I HAD 


Å TROPICAL STORM 
WASHED OVER THE REGION ρα 
>= 


IN FULL FORCE. > 
p^ М/с 


4 A^ > 9 Д e “== 1 
2 Р 0 EG 
SOMEHOW, BY A MIRACLE 1 WONT 
ы PRETEND TO UN! 2 
ს 9 SURVIVED THE CRASH. I HURT LIKE 
ή HELL, BUT I WAS ALIVE ENOUGH TO 
CRAWL AWAY ОМ MY OWN STEAM. | == 
= ZN = — 
AT THE LAST SECOND, I FELT SOMETHING a 
> BUT WHEN 1 SAW WHAT 
¡| IT REALLY WAS... 
I T 
| ЛЫ 


| N. 4 


JĄ 
mI REALIZED I HADNT 


GOTTEN OFF SO LUCKY 
AFTER ALL, 


са UA 


ALL THAT BLOOD. BUT SO LITTLE РАМ, 

NO MORE THAN А HEADACHE. IT DIDN'T 
SEEM RIGHT, ТО JUST GOTTEN A HAIRCUT, 
TOO. MY LAST ONE FOR GOOD; ІТ SEEMED, 


UNDERSTOOD SOME OF THE LOCAL LANGUAGE. NY Ë 
THE KIDS MOUTH MOVED FASTER THAN І ΑΝ 


N 
N 


„ИТ WAS SUPPOSED TO BE THE 
24 MIDDLE OF THE NIGHT, 


10 


THE DOCTOR. КЕРТ TRYING TO EXPLAIN 
WHAT HAD HAPPENED...BUT IT WAS 
LIKE LISTENING TO A RECORD SET 
¿TOO SLOW. 
22 1 COULDN'T WAIT FOR 
HIM TO ANSWER MY 
QUESTIONS. IT WAS 
MADDENING. 


ІТ SEEMED LIKE HOURS BEFORE THE 
POCTOR SAID HIS PIECE AND 
WALKED AWAY, A MILLION THINGS 
ME GULEN MY HEAD DURING 
IME... 


^, BUT NOTHING 
THAT AMOUNTED TO 
AN EXPLANATION, 


THAT NIGHT, THE DREAMS CAME. 
I SAW THINGS I COUL! 
RECOGNIZE, BUT NOT REMEMBER. 
LIKE A TUNE THAT FALLS APART 
WHEN YOU TRY TO SING IT. 


THESE BRE 


= st თ 
ie 


12 


BUT EVERY TIME 
I WOKE ИР ONLY 
MINUTES LI 


COME ON, COME ON/ 

MY GRANDMOTHER 

COULD'VE WRITTEN A 
NOVEL BY NOW/ 


ПІШІН 


THISISWRONGITSALLWRONG 


A PATIENT 
RIGHT AWAY? 


HOW SHOULD 
I KNOW WHATS 
ONG W! 


CHOPPERCRASHED 
TOOKMY GODDAMN 
: HEADOFFANDNOW 
A ТЪВАСКОМАМРТ-- 


UNLESS I 
DIAGNOSE A 
REAL 


13 


ME. I WAS 
THINKINS TOO 
ТО Focus 


ON HIS PRONING. 


7 
IT WASNT GOING III 
TO WORK ON 
И 


` THATS IT! 
N THEY DD r7 


II ს > 


14 


THEY... CHANGED 
ME/ TAMPERED 
WITH MY BRAIN! 


MY PERCEPTION IS 
HEIGHTENED-- SPED UP-- 
THE HIDDEN POTENTIAL 
OF MY MIND HAS BEEN 
UNLOCKED д 


NG 


CNYSEIT 
DCTR7 


< 
– E 
6 


EVERYTHING 


т CAN DO FOR 


HUMANITY... 


Д 


¥ 
N 


IN 
% 


RZ 


LL 
10 


17 


me to 4 
Д reading “The 


ү7 
Lock horns, Z 
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Remains of Capt. 


Famous former movie pirate 
missing since January 


By JoAnn Uhelszki 


NEWPORT, КІ —'The remains 
of Horace W. Brentley, more 
famously known 25 “Captain Jac 
to millions of fans, were found 
buried in the ground in the back 
yard of Brentley's home yesterday. 
Brentley starred in films such as 
Aye Matey, Buried Treasure, and 

between 1947-1955, 
n to host the children's 
Captain Jack 
Friends, from 


ound buried 


sors in 3 freak 
accident, seen by 
millions in a live 
broadcast. 


ja Jack, in a 1951 t 

publicity photo. bitter about his 
forced departure from entertain- 
ment. 

Authorities will not speculate 
on the cause of death, but they do say 
that it was “definitely not suicide.” 

Sources have it that Captain 
Jacks remains were dug-up in 
more than one location i 
and were wrapped in newspaper. 
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Alcoholic Janitor 


by Zane Campbell 


-— 
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“а; dum В И: MUM "ში SIE 


L had been almost ten hours since his 


last drink, and he was slipping into alcoholic 


withdrawal. He began sweating and shaking 


as sickening fear came over him. He wanted 
to go out for a bottle, but he had only 23 
cents. Soon he was too weak to leave his 


bed. It was going to be a grueling, sleepless 


night. When he closed his eyes, trying to 


sleep, he saw bottles of liquor floating all 


around him, taunting and tempting him. 


All night he tossed and turned, almost in 


tears from the withdrawal. Hallucinations 


of snakes, spiders, and insects appeared in 


his peripheral vision, quickly vanishing as 


he tried to focus on them. Many times 


throughout the night he prayed for death. 
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When he did manage to doze off, 
it was no relief. He had a recurring 
nightmare—a vision of the Gates of 
Hell. Each time he fell asleep the 
vision appeared, closer than before. 
The Devil beckoned him, flanked by 
gnarled trees on which hung human 
heads. Snakes and rats roamed the 
ghastly landscape. He heard 


screaming and woke up from 


the dream, but the screams 
continued. 


Now he thought he was really 
going insane. He got up from the 
bed, still hearing the screaming 
from his dream. It seemed to be 
coming from the hall. Opening the 
door cautiously, he stuck his head 
out. To his surprise, other residents 
also had their heads out, listening. 
Someone was screaming in the 
bathroom. 

“I don’t have to take this shit! 
You can’t tell me what to do, 
motherfuckers! III close this shit- 
hole down! I got the dirt on this 
place! C.I.A. fucks with me, ГЇЇ 
shut them down, too! I know what 
they been up to! Buggin’ my room, 
the cocksuckers! I won't sign with 
Warner Brothers! Don’t nickel-dime 
me, fuckers! I’m God!!!” 

It was the janitor. 
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eir sole purpose is to 
ent dying city called 
d білік witnesses the 


га artist Jo 
covers 00 DC's 


“Its [Burns’] darkest, 
most disturbing tale 
yet...” 


"Black Hole promises 
to be the most 
rewarding and 

engrossing story of 
Charles Burns’ 
career.” 


“An entirely unique 
experience.” 


“A stunningly 
designed horror 
romance . . . Black 
Hole crosses '50s 
horror comics with 
the sexual whoa! of 
"605 underground 
comics . . . rendered 
With a sharply honed 
psychedelic gloss." 


BLACK AND WHITE. QUARTERLY. ONGOING. her å 


| Available in finer comic shops or call 1-800-365-SINK (7465), 


, or e-mail kitchensp@aol.com, for a free catalog containing 
hundreds of comics, books and related merchandise, including 
the NEW Charles Burns temporary tattoos. 


Artwork © 1995 Charles Burns. Kitchen Sink, Kitchen Sink Press, and the Kitchen Sink Press logo 
are registered trademarks of Kitchen Sink Press, Inc. All rights reserved. 


